CHAPTER XII

THE  STORM

IT was not true that Mariota had spoken a;
in a dream: but as she told the story o:
Deirdre a sudden terror had gripped her
dread of Ludovick himself. If ever he shoulc
discover her love for David., would he noi
kiU her ?

And she was afraid to die.

Therefore she strove to efface her words:
and yet, even after Ludovick had gone out and
she was alone, she trembled lest by pity for the
long-dead lovers she had betrayed that she toe
loved and feared, and quivered under a pre-
monition of approaching anguish.

She rose and moved restlessly about the
room; then gazed into a mirror to see if her
face disclosed the tempest in her heart. But
no; though her eyes burned, her face was
impassive, almost marble in its pallor.

She put her hand up to her brow and strove
to think. For many months she had alternated
between vivid flashes of fancy or of intuition,
and a dreamy languor; and now that she
desired to see clearly, she was whirled into
sheer confusion.